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Then the enemy realised that we had gone. But I
think they had every right to consider that the evacuation
of the whole army, which had withstood their attack on
the previous day, should have been a physical impossibility
on that stormy night.

The only casualty was one bluejacket killed by a piece
of falling debris, as the last boat plunged her way to sea-
ward in the teeth of what was, by that time, a sou'westerly
gale."

We learnt later that one motor lighter at Gully Beach had
stranded on the lee shore. General Maude, commanding the
13th Division, which had provided the rear-guard on the left
flank, after putting as many men as possible on board the
surviving motor lighter, ordered the remainder to march to
" W " Beach. He brought up the rear with his Staff Officer
and batman, who had returned with him to the stranded lighter
to recover his valise. By the time he arrived embarkation was
very nearly impossible. Seas were sweeping over the causeway,
the pontoon bridge connecting the western blockship to the
shore had been smashed, and the troops had to be ferried over to
the destroyer waiting for them. At " V " Beach the blockships
had given excellent shelter and the rear-guard were able to
march on board the destroyers lying alongside them.

When the last soldier had embarked, Staveley and his Staff
followed ; he had been the last to leave Anzac and now had the
honour of being the last man to leave the Gallipoli Peninsula.

After the evacuation of Gallipoli was complete, General
Headquarters prepared a dispatch for Sir Charles Monro, which
was published in the London Gazette. Their short stay in
the Mediterranean had taught them nothing about the brother-
hood into which the campaign had welded the fighting soldiers
and sailors, nor their respective roles and responsibilities in
amphibious warfare.

A soldier who had played a distinguished part throughout
the campaign read the dispatch to me, and when he came to
the end, he paused for a long time.

I fancy his thoughts turned with mine to that last anxious,
stormy night, so little understood by General Headquarters a
thousand miles away in Egypt.